JOURNAL   OF  MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFF.
Well, my picture represents two little boys walking hand-in-hand along the sidewalk. The elder is seven years old, and is looking straight before him with a leaf between his teeth. The smaller one is looking at the passers-by and has one hand thrust into the pocket of his little trousers. I do not know what to think, for I was really satisfied with it this evening.
But this evening I had an hour of intense delight. " What," you ask me, "did Saint-Marceaux or Bastien come to see you?" No, but I made a model of my statue.
Do you understand? I intend, immediately after the i5th of March, to make a statue. During my life, I have modeled two groups and two or three busts, all of which I abandoned before they were half finished; because, when working alone and without instruction, I could only work at something in which I was interested, into which I could throw my whole life and soul, and not a mere studio exercise.
I have conceived a figure and I have ah intense longing to execute it.
It will be bad, but what does that matter? I was born a sculptor. I adore the human figure.< Color can never impress me as the figure can, although I am also very fond of color. Imagine, in sculpture, a fine gesture, a beautiful attitude. Look at it from whatever point you like, the outlines change, but the meaning of the figure is the same.
Oh, happiness!    Oh, delight!
My figure is a weeping woman, standing, with her face buried in her hands. You know that movement of the shoulders there is, when one weeps.
I wanted to kneel down before it. I said a thousand foolish things. The model is ten inches high, but the statue will be life-size. It will be an outrage on common-sense". And yet, why?
Finally, I tore up a fine batiste chemise to wrap up the frail statuette. I love this clay better than my own flesh.ublime.
